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realizes that life isn't worth living without her. 
swearing. Written for Suicide Prevention, might be 
of HopelessDove ' s story. Fallen. 
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Like Toy Soldiers 

Author's Note: Hey peoples! This is my first fanfic, please review to 
tell me how I did, along with any plotholes or writing errors. This 
takes place after the HoO series, but it's been pretty long since 
I've read the series, so I apologize for different character 
personalities and/or plotholes. **This is a cover of Hopeless Dove's 
story, * * * *Fallen* * * * , and you should check her out!** This oneshot 
mainly just focuses on Percy, and it is written for Suicide 
Prevention. Written as a reminder to you and anyone you know that 
death isn't the only option. Enough talking, just enjoy! Well, I hope 
you doa€ 1 

Disclaimer: I do not own Percy Jackson or the song "Like Toy 
Soldiers". All rights go to Rick Riordan and Eminem. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It's been a year since she's been gone and Percy still visits her 
grave every night before he tries to sleep. He looks down at her 
headstone, his eyes full of hate, remorse, hopelessness, and broken 
dreams swirling inside. He's angry and sad and bitter and justaC 1 
emotionless, he doesn't know what to do, it's just tangled up and 
everything's just so numb.<p> 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Another year goes by, and it's not getting better. He's 
suffocating, and he wants everything to just be normal again. When he 



could breath the same air as everyone else, when she was still next 
to him. He's been forgotten, his life is so cracked up, and he hates 
the world just as much as the world hates him. And when he pokes at 
his food at dinner, he can feel the looks of pity they give him, and 
he can hear them whisper when they think he's not 
listening . <p> 

"_What ' s wrong with him?"_ 

"_I don't know."_ 

"_Isn't he our hero?"_ 

"_He is." _ 

He is, but he can hear the doubt in the voices, and eventually the 
voices get in his head and he screams at himself in the night, he 
just wants it to end. 

_I'm supposed to be the soldier who never blows his composure_ 

_Even though I hold the weight of the whole world on my 
shoulders_ 

_I ain't never supposed to show it, my crew ain't supposed to know 
it_ 

And at night everybody wakes up to hear the hopelessness in the 
screams, the screams of someone who was supposed to protect them, and 
they pray to the gods that he'll get better. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He still visits Annabeth ' s grave, but he's high, drunk, and his 
lungs are filled with nicotine. He looks down at her grave longingly, 
wishing that it didn't exist, that she would be here with him. If she 
was here, then he wouldn't need the cocaine to make him feel 
alive . <p> 

_I'm supposed to set an example_ 

_I need to be the leader, my crew looks for me to guide ' em_ 

_If some shit ever does pop off, I'm supposed to be beside ' em_ 

And everything lead him to this point. He doesn't know how he got 
here. All he knows is that he's holding a joint in one hand, a bottle 
of beer in the other, and that he's angry and bitter. 

_We all fall down like toy soldiers_ 

_Bit by bit, torn apart, we never win_ 

_But the battle wages on for toy soldiers_ 

He really didn't mean to screw himself up that badly, but at the same 
time, he did, because he was tired of living his doomed life. With 
the cuts on his wrists, he felt more alive than he'd ever been 
without her. 



_Their loyalty to us is worth more than any award is_ 

_But I ain't tryna have none of my people hurt and murdered_ 

_It ain't worth it, I can't think of a perfecter way to word 
it_ 

"_Percy? Percy? Are you here?"_ 

"_Thalia?" _ 

"_Percy?" _Thalia said as calmly as she could, looking around for 
him. She had heard that he had started smoking smack while she was 
gone . 

_Then to just say that I love ya'll too much to see the 
verdict_ 

_I'll walk away from it all before I let it go any further_ 

_But don't get it twisted, it's not a plea that I'm 
coppin '_ 

"_I'-I'm here" he says weakly, gasping for a breath. _ 

Thalia finally finds him, bleeding all over, curled up on the ground. 
"_Percy, what the fuck happened?" _That ' s a stupid question. It's 
obvious what happened. 

_If ya'll can quit poppin' off at the jaws, well then I can_ 

_Cause frankly I'm sick of talkin'_ 

_I'm not gonna let someone else's coffin rest on my conscience 
cause_ 

"_I just want this all to end. I'm so tired. 

"_You can't Perce. You just can't. Everyone needs you. I need you." 
_Thalia begs, trying not to cry. 

"_Thalia, I'm gonna sleep now. Don't worry. 

"_No, Perce. No, stop it! Percy!" _Tears are flying everywhere now, 
and Thalia is shaking him to stop him from leaving. 

"_I'm fine. I'll see Annabeth. Everything will be fine. I promise. 
Percy says; his voice soft, his breathing uneven and 
shallow . 

"_Perce, fucking knock it off! Percy Jackson! You can't!" _Thalia 
cries, desperate, but it's too late. His eyes are glassy and she 
can't feel his pulse anymore. This was all her fault. No, this was 
everybody's fault. They weren't with him when he needed them the 
most . 

_We all fall down like toy soldiers_ 

_Bit by bit, torn apart, we never win_ 



But the battle wages on for toy soldiers. 
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><p>So that's it! I hoped you enjoyed it, and please review to tell 
me how you feel. The plot isn't mine, it is 

<strong>HopelessDove ' s<strong>, and again, you should definitely 
check her out! Please give me ideas for more stories, because I am 
_really_bad making plots for stories. 

Remember that your life is valued and you are loved. Suicide isn't 
the only option, remember that _**life will get better if you keep 
living it**_. Think of those left behind to always suffer because of 
your selfish act. 

Please remember that you can always talk with your family or friends. 
If you are in a crisis situation, always **call 1800 273 8355 or text 
"START" to 741-741**. 

Thank you for reading! 


End 
f ile . 



